THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

now and they'd be staggered if one presented them with
one. The modern innkeeper probably doesn't even know
what horses eat."

"Nonsense/5 said she, "they'd always be able to give
your horse a shake-down somewhere and you could
always get provender from a neighbouring farmer."

"Perhaps you're right," said I, "but the drawback is
that I haven't got a horse."

"Can't you buy one?" she exclaimed impatiently.

"That's precisely what I can't do," I said, "because
I can't afford it."

"Then," she rejoined with the logic of her sex, "why
don't you take a holiday on foot, write a book about it,
and buy a horse with the proceeds?"

"And then," I continued, "take a holiday on the
horse, write a book about it and buy a Rolls-Royce with
the proceeds. And then take a holiday in the Rolls,
write a book and buy a steam-yacht (which I've always
wanted) with the proceeds and then ..."

I was interrupted.

"Don't dodge," said she. "It would do you all the
good in the world to go off on foot again. As a matter
of fact, I don't believe you could."

That is the way one is made to do things. "Can't I?"
thought I. But what I said was: "I daresay a little
solitude would do me good, and I shall start off on
Monday." That is precisely what I did.

But first I had to decide where to go. And then I
thought: "Why not walk home to Devon as you used
to do?" And then, my mind wavering over that varied
country, which seemed in youth so illimitable, thinking
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